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Are You One of Them? 


HERE are thousands upon thousands of men 
in this country of ours today who are looking 
for an editorial policy to give impetus to con- 

structive opinion upon the great problems with which 
the war has confronted us. 


They are looking for some great, constructive reality 
to come out of the ruck of present equivocation and 
uncertainty. They want something definite, some- 
thing tangible something that will take a firm stand 
— the best traditions of the nation and speak its 
mind. 


They want a magazine that will give concrete, clear 
expression to the best that is in business, in politics, 
and in the nation both industrially and internationally 
—a magazine that stands for forward-looking, intelli- 
gent conversation. 

If you are one of these men, Leslie’s Weekly is your magazine 
as surely as you feel its need. Five dollars will bring it to you 
fifty-two times in the next momentous tueclve months that are 
ahead of us. Subscribe now. Send us your name and address 
today—your card will be enough—so that you will not miss a 
single issue. We will send the bill along later. Start reading 
Leslie’s regularly today. 


LESLIE’S 


Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 
225 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK 
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The Great Yellowish Mystery 


By Gevetr BurceEss 
Author of “Are You a Bromide?”’, “Goops and How to Be Them,” “‘Love in a Hurry,” “Aint Angie Awful!” etc. 


Everybody, including the ashman, is writing mystery stories. 
But everybody doesn’t make a good job of it—we'll say they don’t. 
There is so much, you know, in the selection of the theme and the 
manner of telling—the structural form and basic motif—if you 
- get what we mean. It has remained for Gelett Burgess, however, 


a HAVE séent for you,” said the President of the 
Jitney National Bank, inking the fried egg 
stains on the front of his vest, “to solve a 
mystery—it is very much, and yellowish, with a 
violent perfume.” j 

Ferrett, the Albino Detective, was a shrewd man— 

he could see through almost anything, even his own 
*wonderful pink eyes; but he failed to understand the 
President. That was why he was called a detective. 
He contented himself, there ore, with merely breath- 
ing, in which art he was an adept. 

“Yesterday,” the President continued, “our vault 
contained billions. This morning, when we opened the 
doors we found—only this mass of somethingness, 
and a two-ton odor. But the door was bulged out like 
the stomach of an old, old man who has drunk much 
water after eating heavily of dried apples.” 

Ferrett was still calm. He was still, anyway. 
But an X-ray specialist would have told you, for a 
small fee, that his toes were working convulsively. 

“Whom do you suspect at?” he said finally, trying 


to sneer. 
“Nobody. Everybody. Anybody. Somebody. 
You, perhaps. Maybe I did it. It’s for you to find 


That’s all. Miss Gamut, take— 


out. 


Good day. 


John R. Godde, Foolish Banking Co., sir, yours of 
the 40th at hand re Beethoven Common and Jazz 
Preferred would say 


” 








fo put the mist and stir in the mystery story and in this, the first 
of a brilliant series of deteckative narratives, our author will thrill 
you like the news of an available new. flat, a drof in the price of 
headgear and clothing or a rebate from your butcher for an over- 
charge.— Editor. 


But already the Albino was, as they say, gone. 

And already his terrible mind, the mind that had 
turned his hair white in its violent attempts to conquer 
a prenatal idiocy, was working like a girl who has 
caught her heel in a trolley slot after the traffic police- 
man’s whistle blew—only more silently. He was seek- 
ing a clue. 


CHAPTER I] 


The Cashier's Story 


ONLY the tellers, protected as they were, in their 

stout wire cages, could endure the intoxicating 
arama that proceeded from the vault in a general 
outwardly direction. Ferrett, however, found a 
catcher’s mask and boldly approached the vault. 
Boldly, too, he plunged a hand—his own (any child 
would have known that by the finger nails; they 
were his only brunette feature—but there were, alas, 
no children there) into the yellowishness. 

Something squealed. It sounded like an astronomer. 
explaining the Einstein Theory. Something struggled 
in his fingers like a metaphor in an old maid’s love 
letter. Something that felt dark blue, but might 
possibly have been purple, and wasn’t. 

Softly he drew it out. It was a 4th Liberty Baby 
Bond, so emaciated that it had lost all interest. 

Ferrett concealed it hastily in the depths of his 

















inmost consciousness, just as 
a large, whiskery voice ap- 
proached on tiptoe. 

“If you are busy,” said 
the richly upholstered Cashier, 
“I would like to tell you a 
long, dull story.” 

Ferrett’s ears turned slight- 
ly green, but, holding his tem- 
per with one hand, he smiled 
sweetly with the other. That 
did no good, however, and the 
Cashier proceeded. 

“Last night—are you lis- 
tening?—I was passing the 
Bank. To do this, I was, of 
course, on the outside of the 
inside—one passes things bet- 
ter that way, as the waiter 
said, when he put his thumb 
inthe soup. I saw a man with 
a ladder—perhaps the ladder, 
however, was with the man—it was too dark to tell.” 

Ferrett watched him awfully. “How great and good 
was the man?” 

“He was something between fifty and sickly.” 

“T thought so!—and he had an air of stealthitude?”’ 

“Oh, no. He had an open air—he was outside, you 
know.” 

“T thought he was in the ladder.” 

“In, but not in for good. He was among it at 
times, and again as if not so much.” 

“T see. And he broke into the window? It must 
have caused him a sharp pane!” 

The Cashier, without appearing to notice the 
insult, kicked the Detective enthusiastically across 
the room and returned to his work of playing with 
seveni dollar bills. He was a pious man with two 
sons—one alive, and one married. 
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Cuapter III 
The Horrible Hat Pin 


PERRETT found himself in a corner eating a 
woman’s fur cape. It tasted like Hudson Bay 
seal, but you never can tell, these days when there 
are so many dyed muskrats on Fifth Avenue. There 
was a hat pin sticking into his eye. He couldn’t see it 
very plainly, but he felt sure it was there. 
That hat pin had an indefinable scent. Did it 


smell like artichokes, most, or quarternions? Suddenly 





Workman—Can’t ye read? . 
“'Y-yes, but th’ d-darn skate c-can’t!” 





he recognized it—it was the 
odor of a vault—a Jitney Bank 
blend. It was a clue. 

Intuition told him that it 
belonged to the Paying Teller. 
But intuition lied. It was the 
property of a would-be-blonde 
stenographer who blushed and 
cast her eyes to the floor. She 
left them there, but she took 
away the hat pin. 


CuapTer IV 


The Plot Coagulates 


"THE. Albino Detective was 
sore. He left the Bank 
for an eye-opener. But, find- 
ing that Prohibition had be- 
come naturalized, he entered a 
Delicatessen. Lurking behind 
a huge Dill pickle, he saw the 
Stenographer enter, tainingly. 
“Father,” she said, “it was not strong enough. 
We have failed!” 

The old man wept bitterly. “I have had it since be- 
fore long,” he said. “I was sure it was quite powerful.” 

“We must have more, and try again. Yet how I 
dread sleeping again in that waste basket! I always 
feel so discarded.” 

“Alas, I am all out of it!” said he to which we have 
reference. 

What was that which it was what? as the French so 
eloquently express it, thought Ferrett. If the old man 
was out of it now he must have then been init. You can 
prove it yourself with a little figuring, or even less. Yet 
Ferrett worked on it for some time. Calculation had al-. 
ways been hard tohim after that last attack of gold teeth. 

A Bolshevik then entered and asked for something in 
a low voice—something in a tin, also—something in vain. 

“Alas, I am all out of it!” said the old man, in 
almost the identical words he had used in a previous 
and equally interesting paragraph. 

The Red departed like a fading sunset—but Ferrett 
was on his trail. ‘ 

CuHapTer V 


The Mystery Solved 


TEALING after the Russian Communist, the 
Albino attacked him with a razor and a cake of 
soap. In the twinkling of a nose he had the disciple 
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of Trotsky in his power. 
Another instant and the 
secret had been forced from 
him. 

But what was it? We 
must not anticipate. Fer- 
rett still has a lot of think- 
ing to do, and it is early 
yet. A detective must have 
both presence and absence 
of mind. 


CuaptTer VI 


The Albino’s Triumph 


HE President removed 
his feet from different 
parts of the room and looked 
up. “There is a draft in 
the room, Miss Gamut, and 
also a detective. Please 
ut one of them in the safe. 
take no chances.” 


“T am now ready to ex- pa, N 


lain the mystery,” said: 
errett, without removing 
his trousers, ladies being 


present. Your stenographer is guilty—with 
accent,” he added, looking at her hair, “on the gilt.” 
“But the bonds are still in the safe—” she pro- 


tested. 


“Of course they are still. They are suffocated.” 


said Ferrett. 


“Spare me,” she implored, “and I will tell all.” 

“Go ahead,” said the detective, whose mind had 
never recovered from an early attack of chronic sleep- 
ing sickness. He was anxious himself to know how it 


had all happened, anyway. 

“My father,” she began, 
“keeps, or is kept by a delica- 
tessen.”” 

“I thought so,” said Ferrett, 


“and that: is why he calls you:: 


daughter?” 

“Exactly. I see we are going 
to agree.” 

‘“Cut the psychology!” com- 
manded the President, who was a 
self-made man, and had never 
learned his trade. 

“There has always been a 
bond between us, ever since the 
war. Only a fifty, but we both 
loved it so! When father sold it 
to buy'yeast and raisins and grape 
juice——” 

“T understand,” said the Presi- 
dent. “I’d like your recipe.” 

“The kick failed—we had to 
have more. We mortgaged all the 
sausages, but again we failed. One 
by one we sold the family pickles. 
The day came when we were des- 
perate; we decided to blow up the 
bank vault and steal enough bonds 
to pay the rent and buy a place 


tar, Poy 
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Yes, this outfit did cost quite a bit, but we get just as much scenery as out of doors, and there’s 
And when we break down we’re home! ?? 
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no speed limit or dust. 








the in the Cumberland Mountains, where we could find 


explosive. 


the Mountain Dew. Concealed in the waste basket, 
I hid until he entered the window, bringing me the 
Four hours I spent poking it into the 
cracks of the door with my hat pin, then waited for 
the outburst .. . 

“But what terrible chemical did you use which 
did not do so much as what you would have wished to 
have had it have might done?” asked the President, 
while the young girl wept, weepingly. 


“Aha! I have solved the mystery!” said Ferrett, 
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seizing a huge bouquet from the 
mahogany desk and presenting it 
to himself with a low bow. “It 
was Limburger cheese!” 

And for a moment, in that 
room, there was heard nothing 
but the sound of an Albino con- 
science telling Ferrett that he was 
all right. 


His Wail 
By Tennyson J. Dart 
The millionaire was dour and glum. 
We asked how he was hurt. 
“The multimillionaires,” he sobbed. 
“Treat me like so much dirt!” 


All He Asked 

Lindsley had the little hen fast and 
was trying to bring her head close to 
the ground. 

“What might you be trying to do?” 
her father asked coming upon the small 
girl in the yard. 

“I’m trying to make this hen say 
her prayers.” 

“Well,” said the parent sadly, “I 
hope she’ll say: ‘Now I lay me.’ ” 









































Barbers 
By Curr Suarer 


ARBERS constitute a pro- 
B lific branch of the inhuman 
-race who grade up the faces 

of all men who are willing to take 
a chance and step out of the 
safety razor zone. They can 
launch a one-sided conversation 
quicker than a flea can loop the 
loop on the hair of the dog that 
feeds him. And, once launched, 
they can discuss any topic from 
the virtues of Red Dog to the 
possibilities of selling suspenders 
to the Hula Maidens of the South Sea Isles. Generally 
speaking, they select their text from the book of num- 
bers, and big numbers at that. No man ever talked up, 
at, for, against, to, at the same time, or with, a barber. 
Barbers spring from many sources. The Moler 
Barber College has contributed countless eminent ton- 
sorial razzboes to the broad fields of lather and Tonique 
de Flux. Every six weeks a new crop of feather-edge 
valedictorians step forth to scrape the public’s phiz and 
pocket. All that a good barber needs to start work 
with is a few pretty bottles, a pair of mirrors, a copy. 
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“You can’t have any more cord for your 
You’ve used up nearly every bit in the 


“Aw, don’t be stingy, dad! This is a dandy 
_ kite, and with more string I might be able to 
“communicate with Mars.” 





of a pink sporting extra and a 
loose tongue. Incidentally, he 
carries a line of razors and strops 
to swop during idle moments. 

Nothing worries a barber. If 
he cuts his victim, he simply gets 
out his caustic pencil and draws 
a few lines on the face. Barbers 
mine blackheads. Far be it 
from a barber to overlook an op- 
portunity. He offers everything 
from an Axminster massage to a 
hair singe, 4 la bonfire. He pa- 
rades the shampoo bottle and 
recommends sheep dip to keep 
the hair from falling out. Saying 
“No” to a barber is some task. And the man who 
can prove that he is able to do so should get into the 
presidential race at once. 

Delilah was the first barber. She cut Samson’s hair 
and the barber has had the upper hand ever since. 


The Only Solution 
“T sat up two hours last night with a wet towel around my 
head, trying to solve my servant problem.” 
“And I stood up half an hour after dinner with a dish towel 


in my hand, solving mine.” 
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“T Tuinx or Noau as I Ware, anp Wisn Tuoat He Were Here.” 


A Rainy Night 


By Watt Mason 


Illustration by Raupu Barton 


T is a sad and sloppy night; the rain is falling as I write, 
from sombre clouds it leaks; the weather man predicted 
“Fair,” and so it’s raining everywhere, and will for seven 
weeks. The weather man, he viewed his maps, and threw 
a fit or two, perhaps, and said, “No rain in sight ”; and 

then the clouds piled up o’erhead, until the heavens looked like 
lead, and so it rains tonight. 

* On nights like this a fellow thinks of other times and other 
drinks he used to quaff of yore; but all those times and drinks 
are dead; “So sad, so strange,” as Alfred said, “the days that 
are no more.” 

There was a time when any gink who had the price could buy 
a drink of bitters with a kick; the sheriff now inspects his breath 
and leads him off to doom and death, if he should pull that trick. 

It is a damp and dismal night; I think of Noah as I write, 
and wish that he were here; then might we talk of homemade 
arks, and mated bugs and beasts and sharks, that marked his 
strange career. I’ve often wondered why in sin he let the pair 
of bedbugs in, upon that day of rain; he had a chance to blot 
them out; and had he been a wise old scout, such insects he’d 
have slain. He had two skeeters on his deck, where he could 
swat them in the’neck, and yet he held his hand; he had two 
wasps upon his ship, and kept them there throughout the trip, 
and let the blamed things land. I listen to the sobbing rain, 


and think there’s much he should explain, if he were here to- 
night; but he is dead and in his grave, and I can hear the 
thunders rave, the lightning is a sight. 

My neighbor has a bunch of cows; he sells milk to the village 
fraus, he says it’s pure as snow; I see him in the tempest’s 
wrack; he’s placing tubs around his shack to catch the babbling 
flow. What will he do with all that rain? The thought I have 
gives me a pain, and maybe I am wrong; no doubt the milk- 
men study well the wholesome, helpful stuff they sell—it 
shouldn’t be too strong. Milk newly drawn from cow or steer 
may have a kick like lager beer, and drive a man insane; my 
neighbor, then, on ardent legs, is placing divers tubs and kegs 
where they will catch the rain. 

There’s something in the voice of rain that speaks of sadness 
and of pain, of aching hearts and sore, of things we miss, of 
faces dead; “Oh, death in life,” as Alfred said, “the days that 
are no more!” 

The nation’s drink is streaming down upon the sleeping, 
sodden town, on dripping human shapes;. .the weather man 
predicted “Fair,” and there’s a deluge everywhere, and yet the 
wretch escapes. There is a law for everything, to take from life 
the pep and spring, and make it stern and grim; the weather 
wizard fools us oft, he has a downy snap and soft, but there’s 
no law for him. 
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The New Order 


A Romance of Today 
By Apa PatTTEeRson 


HE was slim and pale. 
S pansy blue. 

He was big and burly and looked at 
her from black eyes beneath bristling brows. 

She wore a dark blue lawn with sprigs 
of forget-me-nots strewn upon it. She would 
have preferred a white background but she 
never wore light frocks, because her laundry 
bills, which enriched the washwoman, im- 
poverished her. 

He wore brown overalls and jumper and 
a greasy leather apron. The sleeves of his 
holland shirt were rolled up to his elbows. 
His bulging muscles were covered by black 
hair as by a thick veil. 

She thrust.out her foot. It was tiny and 
had a high-curving arch. The toes of her 
Oxfords were worn so thin that the black 
had become permanently brown. 

“I would like a pair of low shoes,” she said. ‘Four 
A.” 

Her voice was lark sweet. 

“Tain’taclerk. One of them’ll be here in a minute.” 
His voice sounded like the creak of a wagon wheel that 
suffered from a rusty axle. 

“Oh!” she sighed and sat down. 

“T’'ll call ’m,” he offered. 

“Thank you,” she breathed. 

He went to the door. He bawled: “Hey Tom. 
Quit loafin’. There’s a customer waitin’.”” He went 


Her eyes were 


“Isn’t it wonderful, Uncle Henry? 
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; That young hen hasn’t had 
hardly any practice, an’ yet she can lay just as good eggs as any 
of ’em.” 








Belle—Strange, Blossom loves Jack so! 
Tom—Oh, Jack isn’t so bad! 
Belle—That’s what makes it so strange! 


out by the door at the back of the shop. She calculated, 
upon the basis of his ponderous gait, that his legs must 
weigh a ton apiece. 

The salesman showed her nine pairs of shoes. “I 
can’t afford them,” she said after looking at each pair. 
He found a sample pair: “I can let you have these for 
eleven dollars because they are an old style.” he said. 
““They’re the cheapest I have in the place.” 

“Will you hold them for two weeks if I pay a de- 
posit now?” 

“How much can you pay?” She counted five one 

dollar bills, leaving a quarter of a dollar in her purse. 

“ All right.” 

The clerk handed her a deposit check. “I 
thought the man who called you was a salesman,” 
she carelessly remarked. 

“Tim? Oh, no. He’s not a salesman.” 

“He owns the shop perhaps?” 

“No. He makes more than if he did.“ 

“Really?” , 

“Yes. He does piece work and averages $120 
a week.” 

Color rose to the girl’s forehead. It receded. She 


was lily pale. ’ 


“Are you ill? Shall I call a doctor or a taxicab 
or anything?” asked the clerk. 
“Thank you. No. I live only two and a half 


miles from here. I will walk.” 

She called for the shoes in a fortnight. “I forgot 
to ask you to have rubber heels put on them. Could 
you do that while I wait?” 

“T’ll see.” The clerk went to the back door. 
**Jim,” he called. 

Appeared the big man in the jumper and over- 
alls. He still wore the leather apron. It had ac- 
cumulated more grease. 

“Pretty busy, are you?” 

“Did you call me here to ask fool questions? 
You know I’m always busy.” 

“Then you haven’t time to put the rubber heels 
‘*on this young lady’s shots while she waits? She 
says it would be an immense favor.” 
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A Suburban Romance 
BR kK I \NDI 
"ARLAN CONBOY 
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a gentleman, too: 
nothing fresh about him, as hi 
It would be lovel\ 
to ride in to the city with him every morning 
Perhaps they might become good friends 
Perhaps they might th 


embarrassment proved 


nan 
nd ~ mething whispered that they 


become more 





Conboy turned le her 
*‘] think she’s all right 
( aid ““Won’t you 


ou let me give you a lift? IU’d 


won tT 


be aw fully glad if you would. 
Suddenly Josephine froze 
‘You talking to me? I dor 
think | know you.” And he 
moved away a few steps, and 
ood with her back to hin 
Cor bo. 
taking off his hat. He 


Vasa bald a an ¢ 


had made the n 
take ¢ 


Not Premature 


Posp What is the use o 


riting a_ letter to our 
nonths’ old grandsor He 
Hy } he get ] going to se he 
mail 
- 
Sonnet to 
By Kruert Hort 
© you, who hast through many weary hours 


Lulled my tired spirit into sweet repost 


are ms of birds and bees and blooming tlo rs 


il soot he the weary evelids as the V close 
» thee whos gentle warm and sott caress 


es naught to be desired or fulfilled 
lures me tar fron all life’s toil and stres 
en the echoes of the day are stilled 


ee, Who through the long, dark hours of night 


Press close against my beating, sleeping heart 


Shutting the world the cold work 


ld trom n ight 


Until into another day I| start 


lo vou these grat ful lines I ded 


My 


pajamas, cool imma ulate 





name, 





i @ dle. 28) Se 


—— 
a et 
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HIGHFALOOTING WAGES 


lI ha never been once my good fortune to employ 
one fast nada saaes who did not cheat me at all 
times to the utmost of h ~ power b it did you 
think this harsh sentence was about these United 
Stat Oh, dear, no! Some of the employers who 
have closed their mills because of inability to accede to 


the excessive demands of their workmen might ponder 
in the mood of Jonathan Swift when he wrote the quota- 
tion two hundred years ago. Poor human nature!—but it 
is sad when the goose is too dead to lay eggs 

Wew int more hair and more proj] Srey. and we look 

Congress or the Company to do something about it 
hu may be explained the cult of high wages, which 
xpands the vision of wealth, exhilarates the acquisitive 
faculties and suffuses the cerebellum with a glow like 
\laddin s lamp. The fugacious years harvest old styles 

when we grew rich by starting a drug store or evicting 

ir tenants inathunderstorm. Fifty years ago the boys 
ispired to the presidency—or piracy They are still 
taithful to the old ideals, but it is more genteel to force 
the surrender of a plutocratic pay envelope than to 
scuttle a galleon 

High Wages are Ins} iringly laudable until the laborer 

is unworthy of his hire. Then the shop shuts down and 
society blows up. The true riches of this nation are its 
vorkingmen. We have wrought wonders. Are we going 
to attempt to fash on i phenomenon vherebi rich 
vorkingmen _ shall m- 
poverish a nation: High . 


je “wear-your-old-clothes”” movement is strong 
in virtue but weak in glory, the unfortunate 
thing about patches being that they do not usually 
how. ‘Tailors have a stubborn—one might almost say, 


1 deep-seated—habit of matching the patch and the 
original cloth and making a neat job of it. This must 
stop if credit is to go where credit is due \ square of 
carlet flani nel on a ground of last year’s blue serge 
vould indeed wave defiance at the pronteers, That, 
or standardized service stripes, one for each year a 


ult has been worn 


* 


3 T/ bon bardn ni of tie moon, if Mar j ’ wher 
anets COnuld be p ereln a wniatter of go rd an 4g / Wr ter 
n Warfar 

Only idealists believe seriously in a League of 


Planets 
4 * : 
ACVERSING to federal figures, 23,000 new million- 
aires were created in this country during the pe- 
riod of the war. Is the spirit of General Sherman in 
the house? If so, it may hear a faint suggestion of 
itirical laughter. 
‘ ‘ ‘ 
1 bachelor 1s the triu mph of a pipe over a kimono 
_ * * 
just as Chicago packers are contracting unmolested 
to sell $45,000,000 worth of provisions in Berlin, 
somebody in Congress screams with anger on dis- 
covering that Mount 
Vernon souvenir post- 





waves, Nt gh hat high 
hopes, are fine tl . 
but they are doomed to 
be as obsolete as highballs 
un'ess the styles n wage 
cale keep just a trifle be- 
hind the high price 


* ’ 





Many a woman’s idea 


of economy 1s to discover 
that her husband doesn’t 
need any new clothes 


. . al 





per yng nos || 1090 after 


numbers I lakes ‘wo fo 


Y get 


coming our 


—_ | 


cards ire stamped, 


| “made in Germany.” 
¢g in nas Inference: There is no 
harm in selling to the 


enemy's country, but it 
is disloyal to buy from 
it 


Thinking tseice before 






you speak will often enable 
st necessary you to turn out a better line 


of epithets. 


g * * ‘ 
m A woman cannot 








make a aunarrel i einen til 
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gather her ti oughnts by 
——_ - carrot bnitting her brozes 
































Drawn by Herman Patwen 








Digest of the World’s Humor 


IS 








The Navvy'’s Mistake—A clergyman 
was a geologist and always carried his 
specimens about in a red handkerchief 
such as navvies use to carry their dinners 
in. One day. as he was going home with 
it full of specimens, he saw a navvy at 
the top of a well, using violent language 
because the windlass refused to work 

“My friend,” said the parson “do you 
know Satan?” 

“No,” replied the man, “but I'll ask 
my mate. Bill,” he cried, *‘do you know 
Satan?” 

‘*No.”’ came the answer from the bot- 
tom of the well \\ hy — 

“Well, there’s a bloke up here wot’s 
got ‘is dinner.”’— London Tit-Bits. 


His Welcome A clergyman was 
pri jously received in the new sectior 
he visited until a passing automobile 
spattered him all over with water. 

“1 really didn’t think so much about 
it, he said with a smile, “being a 
Bapust.’’—Broovklyn Eagle 


Getting Out of It—A bishop was ad- 
dressing a large assembly of Sunday- 
school children, and wound up by asking, 
in a very condescending way: ‘‘ And, 
now, is there any little boy or little 
girl who would like to ask me a 
question?”’ 

After a pause he repeated the questioi 
whereupon a little shrill voice cried out 

**Please, sir, why did the angels walk 
up and down Jacob’s ladder when they 
had wings?” 

“Oh! ah! I see,’’ said the bishop. 
** And, now, is there any little boy or 
little girl who would like to answer 


Mary's question Edinburgh Scotsman 





Fishing for Titles. 











c ab 
Excuse € Cay 1 (N a r) 
fey = pardor Mat (l ilence) 
\her *Scust e, < nel UVo repl ) 
“Why, you don’t meal to Sa) you wa 


bloomin’ priv ate!” 


—The Pa Show (London). 


Of Course!—‘*When will a preacher 
perform a marriage?”’ 

**T don’t know, Mister Johnson. When 
will a preacher perform a marriage?”’ 

“When he has the right two.”’— 
Florida Times- Union 


Not to be Disturbed—An English 
periodical tells the story of a minister 
who was asked to supply for a Sunday 
or two in a quiet Country village. Wher 
he went to the church the verger met 
him and asked him to preach from the 
chancel 

‘“*Why, my good man?” he inquired. 

‘Well, it’s like this,’’ said the verger. 
**T have a duck in the pulpit sitting o1 
Burlington Free Pres 
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fourteen eggs.”” 








Welcome Change—Apropos of Henry 
Watterson’s retirement from the Louis 
ville Courier-Journal, a Louisville banker 
said to the great editor: “I understan 
your idea is to start a paper of yo 
own that will strike a new note.” 
“Well,” fenced the veteran Lh 
would be a welcome change, for paper 
out here do nothing but note a new 


strike.”—St. Louis Re publ: 


At It Again—- Absent-minded Pro} 
Bless my soul! I’ve gone and borrowe: 
Mr Ne xdore’s lawnn Owe! instead oft | 


snow shovel.—Boston Transcript. 


A Detached Attitude—* W hat’s thi 
my dear?” asked Prof. Diggs. abser 
mindedly. 

“Why it’s the grocery bill,” said Mr 
Diggs. ‘Our groceryman says it’s over 
due.” 

“So is that comet I’ve been expecting 
to put in an appearance for the pas 
ten days. I’m not to blame, I hope? 
said the protessor, and calmly resume 
his studies.—Birmingham Age- Herala 


Poetry and Mathematics—A cek 
brated mathematician despised poets an 
poetry \ brother professor anxious t 
convert him from this unfortunate dislike 
handed him a volume of Tennyson oper 
at the “Charge of the Light Brigad 

rhe mathematician took the book an 
began to read aloud, thus 
“Half a league, half a league. hal 

league oi 
then he banged the book down, exclain 
ing impatiently: “‘Well, if the fool mean 
a league and a half why in thunder didn 
he sav so?”’—Boston Transcript 
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Duller Times-—.\ new form of devi 
try will have to be devised for the 
farmers who make Davenport, Ia., their 
trading point Whereas, Davenport 
formerly had five lady barber - shops, it 
now has but one—and that is of two 
chair capacity Apparently only the 
two original avenues of adventure, the 
post-office lobby and the 4:38 train 
remain to those who now visit Dave 


port on pleasure bent Pub Ledge 


The Susceptible Cow — [wo Chicago 
children were visiting their grandparents 
on a farm northeast of Muncie It was 
their first experience ol the kind i! 
they were interested in everything the, 
s The milking operation was esp 
cially absorbing. Hitherto their only 
knowledge of the origin of milk was that 


came in bottles from the grocer’s 


Discussing the milking a little later se u Jp 

h his sist Arthur, who is seven men saa l 
concluded “But I ain’t got mucl Klop Den 
respect Helen, for a cow that’s as eas P ? 
flattered as grandpa’s cows are. Grandpa / RB 
calls ’em ‘Boss,’ when thev ai: boss 


seems 
their milk 
thev’d keep 
= Vy, 


aD 


Lo 


Stilling Him 











**Built-In”’ 
here was a built-in husband 
And he had a built-in wife 
Chey had a built-in apartments 
And lived a built-in life 


rhey slept in a tricktrola 
And cooked uUpONn a Zrii 

rhat doubled as a dishpar 
Or a washbow!l, as vou wi 


Lidette 


hey had a nurse-and-houset 
Who dressed in nearly silk 

And a lovely folding baby 
That they raised on condensed milk! 


This little, built-in household 
Is as happy as can be 
On the little built-in schedule 
Of the built-in bourgeoisie! 
Chicago News. 


Oh, Joy! 
A maiden with stockings of lisk 
Passed a man and she gave him a smile. 
rhe lisle he could see 
All the way to her knee 
And he followed her almost a misle 
Cincinnati Enquirer. 


From a Skyscraper Window 
My window frames a drop of sky; 
All day the sailing clouds Z0 by, 
Far off and white, or flushed with rose. 
When in the tired afternoon 
Che office noises seem to croon 
\ sleepy song, and I could clos 
My eyes and dream that I 
Went riding on the cumuli 
Sometimes when I look up and through, 
I see a square of singing blue, 
Sometimes a storm-wrack driving aad 
With sulphurous patches like sh 

pain 

Or smooth gray curtains, soft and 
vast 
And javelins of rai 
I see no houses, hills or trees 
lo tie my heaven to the earth 
No friendly, green horizon’s gir 
No grain fields bowing to the | 
Remote, impersonal and pure 


TCC 


My vision wakes no memory 

Nor in its blue and cloudy lure 

lo any question makes reply 
Suspended beauty in the void 

For beauty’s sake it glimmers there; 

3ut not for this am I employed 

lo watch it through my window square. 


New York Tribune. 





























Sees His Duty—*You ought to have 
pity for your fallen fellow-man.”’ 
**Tain’t mv fault he’s fallen; I always 


put plenty of ashes on the pavement 


Baltimore American 


Red Tape Forever \ London news 
paper says that a recently diss harged 
soldier, who had unpleasant memories 
of his military experience took the first 
opportunity after resuming his civilian 
clothes to write to his former colonel 

‘sir After what [ have suffered for 
the last two years, it gives me much 
pleasure to tell you and the army to go 
Lo ’ s place to which only the 
wicked are consigned 

In due course he got this reply 

Sir \ny suggestions or inquiries 
concerning the movement of troops 
must be entered on army form 2132, a 
copy of which I enclose.”’— Youth's 


( m panto) 


All Modern Improvements—** [his 
house is rather old, -isn’t it?’’ said the 
prospective tenant. 

“Oh, no,”’ assured the Real Estate 
Agent. ‘“‘This house is comparatively 
modern 

‘But these stairs creak terribly 
complained the Prospective Tenant 

“Oh,”” explained the Agent, ‘‘that is 
the latest modern improvement in homes 
That is a patent burglar alarm staircase 
No burglar can get up to the bedroom 
floor without waking vou up.’’—Ci 


cinnatt Enquirer 


A Word of Advice—‘ Mr. Jobbles,”’ 
said the head of the firm, ‘‘I notice 
there’s a considerable item for meals 1 


your expense account 

‘Er—I was entertaining customers 
and prospective buyers, sir.”’ 

All right. I’m not complaining, but 
I hope you will bear in mind that we are 
selling tractors and no lady of the 
chorus ever buys a tractor.’’—Birming 
ham Age- Herald 


Something Coming—*‘ What is your 
Claim against the Government ?”’ 
‘‘When I was war correspondent I got 


I cents a word 


** Well 

*“And the censor deleted at least 
400,000. words.”’ Louisville Courie) 
Journa 


Spain Solves the Home Shortage Jinx 

















A Strong Weed Have vou anything 
against Dibbler?”’ 

‘**Nothing serious.’ 

‘*Well?”’ 

**T simply dislike the way he has of 
parking his six-cent cigar on the corne: 
of my new mahogany desk when he 
comes in to talk business.’’—Birmingham 


1 ve Hi rald 
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Retribution \nd just as the Ger 
man let go of his machine gun and 
howled ‘ Kamerad’ I recognized him as an 
old restaurant waiter.” 

“Oh, and then?” 

“T tossed him a bomb and told him to 


keep the change ® The Home Sector 


A Disarming Order— The atmos 
phere of the smoking-car lent itself to 
reminiscence 

“Captain,”’ asked the hardware sales 
man, ““would you mind telling me how 
you lost your arm?” 

“Not at all, not at all,” replied the 
bronzed officer with the empty sleeve 
“It happened this way: We were due for 
another turn in the trenches the next 
day, so they were giving a dance for us 
that night back in the rest camp. A few 
welfare workers were there, and among 
them was the cutest little girl I ever met. 
I managed to dance with her most of the 
evening, and toward the end we wan 
dered out in the moonlight .. . ‘Cap 
tain,’ she said, after a while, ‘please 
remove your arm.’ 

“And, you know, she was such a little 
queen I just couldn’t refuse her.”’—T7he 
Home Sector. 


The Post-Age of Unreason 


















































Je donnerats n ur vou den d 
“* Ecr ” r : 
‘Bier P juand mobr ror nq 
{rdent I'd giver ‘ life fo 
Fair Dan | , write every da 
Go : Lamy i two 
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Getting Back at Her 
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A Blowout—<An elderly Boston man 
who had been in the automobile business 
rote this sentiment in an album 
My wind, alas, is gone; 
I've lost my youthful fire 
And now I wobble on 
Just like a punctured tire 


Boston Transcrif 


Not so Free— Redd—This new car of 
your cost more than your other one | 
suppose , 

Greene—Oh, yes, considerably more 

But the old one seemed to run freer 
than this one 

Yes ot course There’s a mortgage 
o this one.”’ Vonkers Statesman 

A Suggestion—“*Can you sugges! 
good name for this new high-power car 


ol mure 


‘Why not call it Malthus, since it is 


going to kee p down the surplus popu 


tion? '—Baltimore American 


His New Record—Redd—Has your 
new chauffeur made any new record 
recently 

Crreene Oh, yes 

What has he done now? 


Whi he was the mirst one to be tines 





n \ man with your income, and I’ve only one decent dress. 
He—Well, I wish to goodness you'd wear r 


London Opin 


for speeding in this town for the year 
10 Yonkers Statesman 


Seems Unmanageable— } eust— Did 
you say your automobile is quite unman 


age able at times? 


Crimsonbeak—W hy, sure. Today when 
I was out in it with my wife it 
stopped three times in front of a millinery 
store and five times in front of saloons 
Vonk Statesn 


The New Real Estate Glutton 








— 














mmodation 


n this vil 
Traveler—And what is that fine big build 
er the e? 
Oh, that’s the motion picture theatre 
mol mus (Munich 











Costly Communication—Gos/uil 
1 see by the paper scientists are trying 
to establish communications with Mars. 
Hemlock—I\ hope they never succeed 
“Why not?” 


“You just oughta see my long distance 


telephone bill for this month.”— Youngs 


town Telegram 


He Couldn’t—"“Do you suppose 
there ever was a human being who didn’t 
talk about his neighbors?” asked the 
cynical man. 

“Sure,” said the genial citizen 

“Name him.” 

“Robinson 


i ge- Herald. 


( ‘ruse e,”? — Bir min gham 


The Wise Fool—‘ Brevity is the sou 
of wit,’’ observed the Sage. 

‘“*I guess it is,’ agreed the Fool. ‘‘! 
never heard a witty sermon.’’—Cincin- 
nati Enquirer. 


The Sage Caller—‘‘Is Mr. Blobbs 
in?’’ asked the brisk stranger. 

**He’s out at lunch,” said a clerk. 

“Ah! Will he return within a 
hour?’’ 

‘*Why—er—he went out with his new 
stenographer, sir.”’ 

‘*Umph! Do you expect him back to- 
day?’’—Birmingham A ge- Herald. 


Maybe Not—buit—‘Dead men te) 
no tales,’’ observed the Sage 

**Maybe not,’’ commented the Fool. 
‘*But their tombstones are awful liars!” 

Cincinnati Enquirer 


Climate Chasers—“ Does your family 
look ahead?’’ 

**Yes,”’ replied Mr. Cumrox. ‘‘ Mother 
and the girls look ahead ’most too much 
We spend all winter thinking abou 
where we'll live next summer and all 
summer thinking about where we'll live 
next winter.’’—Washington Star. 


Kismet—‘‘Is your husband having 
iny luck with his garden?” 
“Oh, yes. He got a sunstroke and 


collected $200 from a health insurance.” 
—Boston Transcript. 


The Reason—‘“I came within an ace 
of winning the game.” 

“Then why didn’t your” 

“ Because the other fellow had the ace. 

Baltimore American, 


” 


























Equality——“ Morning, stranger,” be- 
gan the talkative party as he settled him- 
self in the only half-seat in the 
“And what State might you be 


vacant 
smoker. 
from?” 

“Oh,” replied the stranger wearily, “it 
now. QOne’s as dry as 
Home Sector 


matter 


The 


doesn’t 
another 


A Terrible Effect of Prohibition 
Ihe wives of two Muncie factory work- 
men were discussing the effect of prohibi- 
tion on their husbands 

“When John comes home on Satur- 
day noons nowadays with his pay envel- 
ope and turns it over to me,” said one, 

I always deals him out fifty cents for 
spendin’ money and he spends it for 
himself.’ 


*And what did he do in the old saloon 


days?” asked the other 
‘In them terrible days,” said the 
first, “when John turned over to me his 


pay envelope on Saturday noons, I used 
to give him fifty cents for a little spendin’ 


money for himself, and soon he’d be 
back with a growler of beer for the 
two of us. bless his heart Indiana polis 
V ews 

Confidential— } cast I understand 


vou called on Bender today 


Crimsonbeal That's what I did.” 
‘And did he take vou into his con 
nilence 
‘He did—and into his cellar.’ Yon 
he vale oma 
Habit 

















Seulemer 
L’ achése pas Hector, je n'ai pas confiance. 

Only fifty francs for this chicken? Don’t 
huv it. Hector—I don’t believe it’s good. 


La Pele Méle (Paris) 


inquanle fran ce pe 


ulet! 


4 State Secret 




















La Candida Cityonnenes! je su prete a 
repondre a toutes | juestior 
l ne Ele ir Ou aver us acnéle ad 
j, - - 
ur napeau 


Lady Candida Citizenesses, I 


ready to reply to any questions. 
Fair Voier—Where did you buy tl 
lorable hat Le Rire (Paris). 








Her Secret— Putience—Peggy can’ 
keep a secret. 
Patrice—Indeed, she can. 


“Why do you say she can? 
“Because I asked her how old she was 


and she wouldn't tell me Yonkers 
Statesman 
Huh!—" So your wife objects to living 


in the next flat to that foreign couple?” 


remarked Mr. Naybor. 


“Yes,” replied Mr. Gabb Phe, 
quarrel incessantly and she can’t under 
stand a word of it.”—Cincinnati En 
gure Pe 

Made Her Tired -Vrs. Myles—l1 sec 


by the paper that there is a possibility of 
our being able to talk to the people on the 


planet Mars 

Mrs. Styles— Well, believe I’n 
glad of it I’m positively tired of just 
having to talk to the bunch of 
Yonkers Statesman. 


me, 


around here! 
Which Was Seldom—* Do you re- 
gard your recent meeting as a success?’ 
. é&” the woman with 
thin, determined lips; “I was the chair 
man and nobody could show off and make 


answered 


a speech unless I chose to permit it 
Washington Star. 
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women 





‘You must have seer 


She Named It 
some trait in me to admire,” said Mr 
Meekton, “or you wouldn’t have married 
me.” 

‘I did,” replied his wife; 
sublime nerve in wanting to be my hus 
band.”’— Pearson’s Weekly 


“vour 


Anti-Climax—The newly-married 
couple had arrived at the stage when they 
invent little pet names for each other 
They were seated in the drawing-room 
one evening when the man said to his 
wife: 

“And is my little ducksie quite comfy 
in her little armchair?” 
“Yes, love-bird.” 
“And is my popsy 

draughts?” 
“Yes, sweety.” 
“Well, change seats.” 


quite free from 
London Tiu- 


Reticent—‘“ His wife believes everv- 


thing he tells her.” 

“That so? How does he manage 
. ii 
iL? 


“He makes it a practice not to tell her 
much.”—Detroit Free Press. 


about 


‘Talk 


Ulterior Motive un- 
selfish devotion!” 

“Well?” 

“Jibway will drop his business at any 
time and spend a day helping his wife 
hunt for a cook.” 

“Umph! That isn’t unselfish 
tion. Jibway eats at home.”—Birming- 
ham Age- Herald. 


devo- 


The Tron Claw 
iH a | NE AY 





I see in your hand signs ot 


Fortune Teller 
vyreat tenacity) 
Busine VWan—Ah, yes! I expect that 
comes from such a lot of strap-hanging. 
The Passing Show (London). 
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Tue Movie Propucer SELECTS THE Ca ror His AttecoricaL Picture. 


————— 

















n by Heawan Parmer 


Dra 


1 Mode 


‘ 
i 


a 


Stevenson 


\ 


B 


_ 











\ 


\l 


21 














— 


OO LE 


a 














Drawn by Heamaw Parmer 


B A D B R E A K S 


JUDGE pays $1 each for accepted BAD BREAKs clipped from newspapers, magazines or books Original clippings, with source 
indicated, must be furnished to show the bona fide nature of the BAD BREAK No rejected BAD BREAKS will be returned unless postage is 


; 


inclosed. No material already published as BAD Breaks will be considered, and no BAD BREAKS in advertisements are desired. The 


editor cannot enter into correspondence with contributors to this department Mere typographical mishaps are not considered. Many 
duplications are received. and the postmark determines priority of consideration Cheques for BAD BREAKS are sent upon acceptance 
Something Doing All Along the The Hypocrisy of Billiard Tables No Milk in this Cocoanut—“ The 
Line—“ The brick cottage built by the None the less, the poorest hotel roon agitated husband sPOKE FREELY of what 
Rose Station from Bankstown at 7.23 looks like the royal suite to a man who _ he knew concerning the case—which was 
this morning was delayed eight minutes has spent the night in an attempt to NoruinG.’’—Los Angeles Examiner 
A baby was born on board, and the train locate the soft spots in a BILLIARD-TABLI 
had to be held up while officials called OP WITH AN ANGULAR AND PROTUBERAN1 The Roaring Paw-ties—* * Turn hin 
assistance for the mother Svdne HIP BONI Saturday Evening Pas out, I say!’ roared the two - fingered 
(Australia) Su right hand of the dictator.”—Chicag 
A Waste of Food——* As the charming Tribune 
Smearing Her Affirmation Mrs uctress approached the theatre entrance 
Bleyer, her  RIFLING French accent _ the hired desperado hurled the BANQUE1 A Calumnious Auto—* Funnybone 
RLURRED bv tears. said today she will not in her tac Pi lel ph Inquirer Hit When Auto Runs Down Lady’s 
attend the inquest Ka City St Ankle.”—Heading in Newport News- 
Heavy Tones His voice sank to a Herald 
The Cold Wind Made Them Blue STONELESS WHISPFR No, mv lord is 
The Young Ladies’ Auxiliary marche dead Pea VJ ne Bad News at Hand—*‘Mrs. Sue 
in the parade and there was thirty of Gray Dunnington of Columbia will regret 
then Their uniforms consisted of A rhe Missing Slink There was a to HEAR Of HER illness at St. Thomas 
NARROW BLUF SASH.” —Newton (Ga other roar of laughter—feebly suppressed —_ hospital.”’-—Nashville Banner. 
Neu by judicial frown—and I SLANK away 
annihilated Strand M ine Announcing Their Bigamy—* Me! 
Sand in His Pipes Charlie Doom rose GIRLS to Wed 26th Division Man.” 
brown buried his head in his arms an rhe Glass of Fashion Fred's hair Heading in Boston American 
gritted his palate Wichit dD is turning grav. he dresses neatly and 
Reacon ; prosperous in his huge tortoise-bowed Post - Mortempestuous — * Ogden 
glasses Vorw Ue.) Advertiser Young Woman Fires Three Shots in 
W-h-a-t? Mrs. Mary Dealy Die Struggle with stain MAN.”—Heading in 
at the Home of ‘ A Little Engine Wit! Useful Tome AN OLD BOOK owned Salt Lake Tribune 
Big Pull VW obes Vo.) Democrat by Thomas Joselyn was a surveyor in 
Buckfield in 170s N orw Ui 1d Medical Enterprise—* Mrs. (Rev.) 
All in All The James Cunninghan rertises Durrant was taken to Hotel Dieu Tues 
children have ALL. BABY AND ALL, had THI day for treatment and operations, and 
MUMPS, MEASLES OR WHOOP-COUGH, I've rall Young Texans The Board of | they expect to DOUBLE LAST YEAR’S OUT- 
forgotten which, but it WASN’T ALL three Education has resolved to erect us a putT.”’——Amhersthurg (Ont.) Echo. 
and the re better.’ Sumine Nel building large enough to accommodate 
\ seven hundred students THREE STORIFS Where the Family Man Carries 
HIGH Wichita Eagle His Trouble—‘Dana_ Eldridge has 
A Dangerous ‘‘Empty” The bod moved his family BACK ON THE NECK, 
of Papalardo was found by the police in You Know the Kind— Weaver re Mrs. Eldridge’s health is not very good 
an upright position in a chair, clutching marked to one of the plaintiffs concerning and her mother, Mrs. Abbie Wiggin, is 
an EMPTY revolver, WITH TWELVE BUI the other, ‘What a beautiful mother mH quite low.” —Wolfeboro (N. H.) Granite 
LETS IN 17.’ —Cincinnati Eneutrer would make Providence Bulletin State News. 


























Stretching Rubber Che firemen 
after laying two MILEs of hose to the near 
est hydrant, TWO BLOCKS away, succeeded 
in subduing the fire.”—Benton Harho 
News-Palladium 


Assisting the Dead Heads—* Inci 
lental dances by Rosina Galli, premiere 
danseuse; Giuseppi Bonfiglio and Corpst 
bE Batter.” —Metropolitan Opera Hous: 


Programme 


Our Loose Nation—* Considerabk 
interest is being taken by all Insurance 
Federations in the Insurance Division of 
the Chamber of Commerce of the UNTIED 
States of America.” —Federation News 


Fortune’s Weal and Woe—" The re 
ent campaign against GAMBLING BY CITY 
OFFICIALS is being continued by Sheriff 
William C. Oldt, according to orders 


issued Wednesday.’’—Daytoen (Ohio) Her 
ld 
Under a Bovine Bower—* [he Mar 


RIAGE COWS were received by Rev 
Blosser, pastor of the bride at his home 
on Lawn Avenue. The couple was unat 
tended.” —Bluffton (Ohio) News 


Tick, Tock—‘The men mei on a 
dark street and IN A FEW HowRsS of each 
other.”’—Ogden Standard-Examiner 


And Masticates the Office Safe 

Chere seems no family life in America 
When the family is not at a restaurant 
the father CHEWS CIGARS AND TEL 
ONES.” —Literary Digest 


An Odor of Sank-tity—* Five of the 
bluejackets from the New Mexico were 
rowing in the punt when it was SWAMPED 
BY SMELLS from a passing fishing smack.” 

Seattle Star 


Raising Cain's Right Bower —* [he 
weekly meeting of the euchre club was 
HELL at Mrs. Long’s last Thursday.” 
Elmira Telegram 


Marion Hamlet to Mackaye—" Wal 
ter Hampden in Hamlet. A New Play 
by Percy Mackaye with GEORGE MAR 
ION AND ComMpANY OF Sixty.”’—Metro 
politan Guide. 


A Strong Arm Artist— "Dr. John 
Bailey, who “painlessly”? removes molars 
and BICEPS FROM THE MOUTHS of sundry 
colored people down in Columbus, and 
makes erstwhile useless teeth as good as 
new, is busier than the traditional cat, 
boosting Wood  sentiment.’’—Cleveland 
Adrocak 


Frontispiece Illustrations Som 
of his assailants ippeared before Magis 
trate Fugass, in Center Avenue court 
today, WITH THEIR HEADS AND FACES.” 

Pittshurch P. Press 


The Fighting First" Mr. Miller's 
marriage to the sister of his present wife 
vas dissolved by his Frist wile’s death.” 


Ur. Vernon ([nd.) Democrat 


A Man's a Man for A’ That \l 
the Carnegie home it was said that the 
family has the highest regard for Mr 
Miller as a MAN \t the Miller home 
No. 960 Park Avenue, a SIMILAR OPINION 
s held regarding Muss Carnegie.’ — Ne 
York World 


Basis of Industrial Unrest Mr 
Martin said something about Frank being 
1 WELL DONE AND FAITHFUL SERVANI 
Wolfeboro (N. H.) Gi te State Ne 


Crabbing a Classic Philip had 
risen again, and was walking BACKWARD 
ind forward impatiently.”—From ~ Th 


Will on the Floss George Eliot 


The Steadfast Invalid David E 


Bennett remains about the same; not 
much IMPROVEMENT in his case of sick 
ness EITHER Way Granite State (N. H 
Vews 

Carefree Anatomy * Edward 


twelve-year-old son of Mr. and Mrs. John 
Schwartz, 36 Harvard Street, broke his 
right leg between the KNEE and the 
SHOULDER yesterday VM arlhoro ( Mass 
Daily Enter prise 


Those New Labor Union Laws 

Chose working for a year in a shop must 
get ONE YEAR VACATION. Those working 
two vears and more must get two weeks 
every vear.”” Vew Vork Justice 


Shoulder Arms! 





SFA; 


a7 a 














“There was Jerry with a gun over hi 
shoulder and Nig barking at his side.” 
Feats Woah Moe 


23 


Half-Seas Over 
Editor Hudson Observer 
Dear Sir—Please tell me where the 
U.S. S. Wanda is and if there is such a 


ship? 

Chere is no ship hamed Wanda, but 
there is a vessel called Wanja, a SWISSISH 
ship She was reported iS LEAKING Al 
HULL on February 1 Ed.—Hohoken 

V. J.) Observer 


Footprints on the Sands of Rhine 
She sees its armies he!pless before the 
hated French forces and she sees the 
sacred soil of the Fatherland peECORATED 
xy the tread of conquerors.’ —Toledo 
Ohio) Blade 

Telephonitis \ postal card from 
Fred Eagle, of ( alasauqua, to his father 
in-law L. ©. J. Strauss, of South First 
Street, tells that he has fully RECOVERED 
FROM A TELEPHONE POLE recently, and 
s back again on the job.”—Lehighton 
Pa.) Evening Leades 


Hidden Treasure Lee Gaumer has 
purchased three tine building lots on the 
Heights and will soon START DIGGING FOR 
\ HANDSOME RESIDENCE.”’—Lelighton 


The Miracle Child—* A pale little 
girl with withered limbs WALKED down 
the stairs IN THE ARMS OF HER MOTHER 
ind both were smiling, tho both had left 


the chancel in tears.”’—Cincinnat? Post 


Why the Landlord Went Mad 
“The tenant complained that the land 
lady had RAISED his rent from $28 to $24 
t month.” Vew York Times. 


After the Social Batthle—" The home 
of Mrs. John G. Ellis was the Hosprral 
scene last Friday afternoon from three to 
six of a reception in honor of Mrs. George 
Gregory.” —Warrenton (N. C.) Warren 
Record 


Fitting the Action to the Walk— 
‘Net more than one person shall parade 
in one Union Suit at one and the same 
time in any club demonstration.” —Nex 
York Evening Globe 


Jazztinction—* The dance program 
will include all the LATEST dances, as well 
is some of the MODERN ones.”—Greenwich 
Vews and Grabhi 


The Scaly Thing !—”* He asserted that 
Germany had pounded a MAILED FISH 
ipon the table and declared that disarma- 
ment was one subject which would not be 
discussed.”’—Parrs (Texas) Morning News. 
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a red-blooded 


cardinal crime in 








in Low Spirits 
\IAXWELI 


a period remote from the present and thereby earn 
a reputation overnight for “‘artistic perception” and 
a tine sense of dramaturgic beauty. 

The so-called highbrow drama, reduced to its es- 
sence, means little more than a dull presentation of 
the problem “Who stabbed mother?” or “Why is a 
banshee?”” With murder as its motif, a darkened 
tage, a deal of palaver, irrelevant but sufficiently con- 
fusing to the auditor to derail his critical faculties, 
ind draw over these time-worn ingredients a thick pall 

inted exploitation and you have one of those “ liter- 
ary plays’’ bidding for the favor of the cognoscenti 
vho hug themselves in self-congratulation and shout 
aloud that they are not as other box-office patrons. 

It is all very amusing, but one wonders how long 
the dear public will “fall for” the buncombe clutter- 
ng the present-day stage under the guise of “‘art”’ or 
the “new note.” In the phrase of Sidney Carton “it 
a far, far better thing” to be an honest lowbrow than 
an attitudinizing “intellectual” or a self-spoofed dweller 
in a cobweb tower of Bamboozleum If the theatre 

a world of make-believe the men who run it are no 
oetic dreamers; they believe only in the fairies who 
tand ready to back them financially. The show- 
business exists for one purpose—to make money, and 
vhen any one pretends that he is in the business of 
entertaining the public for any other motive than 

mey profit, you may write him down as a whited 
sepulcher or a darkened gabemouche. The real high- 
brow (just to use a distinguishing tag) is the broadly 
cultured person with a generous lowbrow leven—the 

blooded touch of nature that makes the whole 


\s a matter of frigid fact there are neither high- 
brows nor lowbrows; in the makeup of every highbrow 
either of the conscious or the oblivious type) there is 

netv per cent. of undiluted bromide; in every low- 
brow, whether thug, peasant or play-producer there is 
ugh of the milk of human kindness beneath the 
calloused pachyderm to prove, in an analysis, some 
piritual quality not measurable in terms of forehead. 
If we must speak of high- and lowbrows let us bunch 
" 


n a word—browlers. 

















An AtmospHeric PLay MartTiIniguEep Ovt1 


J ISEPHINE VICTOR, Zabette de Chau 
Pierre, Martinique 
Then to young St phane 


Wirn Orr-Stace Pipinec 


ons, arriving at her lat 
exclaims: ‘What a strange place people!” 


Seguineau (Vincent Coleman), her half-sister’s fiancé: ‘‘I have 
lived all my life in Paris,”’ and she flourishes a hat-box tc prove it. When later she has dis 


father’s home in St 
and what strange 


covered that she is not Mlle. 
Be ; cd cl 


I wish to love!"’ And she does 


de Chauvalons at all, she twangs a guitar and declares to Pére 
Emmett Corrigan): ‘‘I do not wish to become a nun— I 


im young—I wish to live 
with true Laurence Eyre-ony 
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JUDGE 


Irresponsible 





A Lament 
jy Ratea Loweer, Allegheny College, ‘21 
Bret LOG HY the day be cursed 
© unsuspecting, hrst 
Within its quicksands was submersed 
Way o'er my head 
Vhile endless names like depth bombs burst 
W ith ‘ inds I dre ud 


i ild not understand, whyfor 


It was each tiny creature bore 
vl 


me fourteer lables or more 
Ol name on em; 
y made my very jawbones sore 
Dog-gon’ ‘em! 
\) wi » name in Science do 
Chat has not Latin, Greek, Hebrew 
\ll mixed in a sonorous stew 
Like youthful verse 
\nd all the alphabet there too 


fo make it worse? 


\Vhat difference does it make to me 
How y toes is on a flea? 
w whether one or twenty-three 
I do not care 
have I ever wished to see 


How many’s there 


t t sre to learn that | 
If nature then had made me try 
Might. sometime back, have learned to fly 
To beat the deuce 
ven an Aves Hesperornithi 
But what's the use? 


- 


\nd neither do I care to find 
\Iy ancestors were some crude kind 
¥ animals without a mind 


It makes me sore 
candal should be kept behind 
The closet door 


Selfish 
Your husband is mighty good to you.’ 
What do you mean?” 
Why, I've heard he’s bought 
ichine for you.” 
Not for me; he’s heard that it’s a good thing 
nake beer in 2s VM ic higa 


a washing 


n Gargovl 


Her Impulse 
First Co-ed—Think I'll go to church tonight 
Second Co-ed—Why’s that? 
First Co-ed—Oh, I feel kind of hymnish 
Penn. State Froth 


No Defense 
Professor—Now, Mr. Brown, can you 
rive anv argument for the defendant ? 
VW Brow (long silence) 
P.—Well, that’s convincing, but it is 
rnell Widow 


Dad Still There 
Father (upstairs)—It is time for that young 
n to go home 
houng Man—Your father is a crank 
Father (overhearing)—Well. when you don't 
have a self-starter, a crank comes in might 


handy Pitt Panthe: 

















jJack—Girls are prettier than met 
Jean—Naturally. 
Jack—No—artiticially 


Cornell W 


At His Word 
Prof—Jones, do you think you can handle the 
English language? 
Frosh—Sir, my knowledge of the English 
language has always been my greatest asset 
Prof —Good; take this dictionary down-stairs 
then.— Penn. State Froth. 


The Safest Way 
She—1 wouldn’t stand for that if I were you. 
W hy don’t you call him a liar? 
He—That’s just what 1’ll do. Where—where 


is your telephone?—Minnesota Foolscap. 

















She—At the dance the other night the men 
didn’t seem to dance as enthusiastically as they 
1 to : 
He (mournfully Yes, somehow they seet 


to miss the old punct Yale Record 


We Beg to Announce 

The college authorities regret that, owing to 
the advent of spiritualism, it will be necessary to 
publish a new set of rules and regulations gov 
erning the conduct of students: 

1. No student shall under any circumstances 
bring a ouija board into an examination room 
Any student who, by the blank expression on his 
face, indicates that he is communicating with 
Euclid, Plato, Shakespeare, or other author 
ities on the subject of examinations, shall bh 
removed from the premises 

2. Spiritual advisers will be furnished for all 
students in need of moralsupport. Line forms 
in front of University Hall. Advisers will 
make themselves as agreeable and harmless as 
possible; but under no circumstances shall a 
student, however irritated, abolish the breath of 
an adviser. 

3. Table tipping in Memorial Hall during 
the soup course is forbidden. 

4. Any student who feels that he is about to 
become the recipient of a message from some 
other world shall report to the Psychopathic 
Hospital in Boston for further treatment. Any 
student who thinks he sees the ghost of a chance 
of getting through the final examinations shall 
take a photograph of it immediately, and sub- 
mit it to the professors involved.— Harvard 
Lampoon 


Patience 
(here was a young man trom Calais, 
On the flute he endeavored to plais. 
When discouragement came 
He would always exclaim, 
‘*Ah! but ‘Rome wasn’t built in a dais.’’’ 
Votre Dame Juggler 


Maybe She Shimmies 
Dress Suit—How do you know her teeth are 


false? 


Tuxedo—When she was dancing the other 
night they jarred out!—Iewa Frivol 


It Sounded So 
My girl brought me a basket of eggs. A 
she walked up the steps. I said, ‘‘What beautiful 
eggs.” 
And when she reached me she slapped my 
face.—California Pelican 


The Punishment 
“What is the extreme penalty for bigamy ’ 
‘Two mot hers-in-law.”’ Washi gion Vue 
Dodger 


The Pessimist 
rhe girl with a wooden leg thinketh that shor 
skirts are indecent Notre Dame Juggler 























Drawn by L.Q. Hau 





Stout The ptar LD Part reluse tO Tid in 


the same coach as the trained monkeys. 
Thin Thespian—Aw, he shouldn't let pro 
tessional jealousy interfere with his business! 


It Might Be Worse 


Ry Cortnne Rockwe.i Swar 


Believe me, my lad 


\ AY in the city? 


Lots of good poets have wasted their pity 


luning their lays as though nobody had 
May, in the city. 





|) teal /) ’ 
A i iP flee 
{/ : * 


HERE HE LEARNED TO DESION 
DRAFT AND FIT SHOES, GAINED 

f ALSO VALUABLE RETAIL SHOE STORE 
EXPERIENCE, WHICH PROVEL 
VER VY HELPFUL LATER IN HIO 


IN 1866 W.L.DOUGLAS OPENEDA 
RETAIL SHOE STORE IN GOLDEN 
CITY,COLO.,IN PARTNERSHIP WiTH 
ALFRED STUDLEY, AN OLD 
MASSACHUSETTS SHOE- 

MAKER 


BUSINESS CAREER 





BOYS’ 


SHOES) 

$4.50 
$5.00 
$5.50) 











2, HOLDS ITS SHAPE” 
$9:2° & 510°2 SHOES 


W. L. Douglas shoes are sold in 107 of our own stores direct from factory to the wearer. 
All middlemen’s profits are eliminated. W. L. Douglas $9.00 and $10.00 shoes are 
absolutely the best shoe values for the money in this country. W. L. Douglas name and 
the retail price stamped on the bottom guarantees the best shoes in style, comfort and 





the world? 





service that can be produced for the price. 


tamping the price on every pair of shoes 

as a protection against high prices and 
unreasonable profits is only one example of 
the constant endeavor of W. L. Douglas to 
protect his customers. W. L. Douglas name 
on shoes is his pledge that they are the 
best in materials, workmanship and style 
possible to produce at the price. Into 
every pair go the results of sixty-seven years 
experience in making shoes, dating back to 
the time when W. L. Douglas was a lad of 
seven, pegging shoes. 


Sparrows are chirping an amorous ditty; 
Klossom-cheeked maids go adorably clad 
faciturn youths of a sudden grow witty 


lt lower-venders make the gray canhons look glad, 
(nd, in the square, as I saunter with Kitty 
Listen—a robin! It isn’t so bad 

May in the city. 


Just Now 


Willis—What is the most expensive drink in 


besides our own stores, 


Gillis—A whiskey milk-shake. I'd say 





| BEWARE OF FRAUD. 





T= quality of W. L. Douglas product is guar- 
anteed by more than 40 years experience in 
making fine shoes. The smart styles are the 
leaders in the fashion centersof America. They 
are made in a well-equipped factory at Brock- 
ton, Mass., by the highest paid, skilled shoe- 
makers, under the direction and supervision of 
experienced men, all working with an honest 
determination to make the best shoes for the 
price that money can buy. The retail prices 
are the same everywhere. They cost no more 
in San Francisco than they do in New York. 


W. L. Douglas shoes are for sale by over 9000 shoe dealers 
If your local dealer cannot supply 
you, take no other make. Order direct from the factory. Send 
for booklet telling how to order shoes by mail, postage free. 


President W. L. DOUGLAS 


CAUTION. — Insist upon having W. L. Douglas 
shoes. The name and price is plainly stamped on o 14 SHOE, COMPANY, 
the sole. If it has been changed or mutilated, a. STREET 


























A Serious Case 
“Pat was taken awful bad last night; the) 
had to send for the vete rinary.” 
‘Why the veterinary?*’ 
tegobs! he had the nightmare.” 





The Feline-Up 
Maud—Hasn’t Caroline a great deal of fan 
ily pride? 
Beatrix—Well, I notice she doesn’t like joke 
about cats. 


SPAWAR K QIANG 


Dra on by 3. K. Bray wns 


“I tell you, Genevieve, everybody looks uy 
to my father.” 


"7 lor 





Meaning—Rotten 
Lerret— Bigelow is neit 


\\ hy do 


V adilloh—When I inquired how he was fe 


: I] punker no de bu 


Drawn by A, Dr Cossry 


Dogs Tuts MaKe a Pair? 


her French nor Italiar 




















| Old Town Cancei | 


| you can lazy-paddle an “Old Town” all day long 
Y Ot Towns” are light, buoyant canoes that an- 

swer the slightest pressure of the blade. They are 
strong, sturdy canoes built for years of service. The 
“Sponson Model” is safer than a row boat. Write | 

for catalog. 3000 canoes in stock. | 


OLD TOWN CANOE CO. 
I 1946 Main Street 
| Old Town, Maine, U.S. A. 
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“MADE AT KEY nS 
CARD bape : to memories, quickly 





r er each card It 
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Fashion Notes for Profes- 
sional Men 


By H. S. StrucKkey 


t A' | garmel ts will be mut h worn this season 
f . / 


\mong the more recher hé of the pro 
fessional set, a short fringe is being worn at the 
cuff of both jacket and trousers 

We have noticed a great many garments with 


on he 


the predominar t sombre tone of men’s clothing 
in this sober age 

Many men are adopting the fashion of rein 
forcing the trousers in the manner of riding 
breeches, a pl ising sportir g effect. 

Collars are often of cream color, shading to 


OE ts inte 


: yellow, the edge being finished with closely 
knit threads of self material 

Che most notable examples of men’s millinery 
have a weathered tone, which lends to th 


a 


wearer the air of an out-of-door man. 

The ventilated palm in gloves is not sought 
after. Vents are found most frequently at the 
fingertips or between the fingers. 

\t a reunion of a college class of 190s. we 
noticed that most of the professional men 
favored a return, in evening dress, to the fash 


ions of that vear 








Film Fun 


The magazine that puts you on speak- 
ing terms with your favorite star. 


For Sale at All Newsstands 


ate ALTE. alla, amy Min 








1S¢ a copy $1.50 a year 
Advertising Rates on Application 
LESLIE-JUDGE CO. 225 Fifth Avenue, New Yerk City | 

















} KNICKERBOCKER 33%" "Wed. "and hay eed 


|SHAVINGS, * 


om Joseph C. Lincoln's s Nove 
tke ot of ® summer vacatik . ¥, World 


P. 


white seams, a touch which goes far to lighten Pe 


nt 
Tu 





Havi 
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Seen Him? 


28 


SPIDER. 





by Willim H. Walling, A. M., M. D, 
imparts in one volume : 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Ha 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Res 
Knowledge a Father Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have 
Hine. Kmowledge a Young Wife Should Have 
trated. Kaowledge a Mother Should Have 
All in one volame, Kaowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter 
$2.25 postpaid Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have 
Write for “Other People’s Opinions’ and Tale of Content 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792, Central, PHILA PA. 
























pe WELL-—BE YOUNG-GROW TALL 


This University discovery is the most important health invention 


the century. It remakes and rejuvenates the Human Body I 
produces normal spines. it frees impin god, and irrit ated perves corrects 
spacted muscles, shortened gnmonts. < - improve 


d drain »f the bo it will increase the ‘body’ s sien ngth. 
- “THE WMSicuraTOR co. 305-A Advance Bidg., Cleveland, 0. 





—— 
Hymn to Spring 
By Autan V. Ha 

O SING me i song ol the cool gree! hills 

When Spring calls the earth from her to 
por 

Where you pay not a cent for the fair daffodils 

For gas, 34 per 


Ah, tell me the feel of the sweet, fre sh ground 

When you pause in your car for a drink; 

Where the wheels sink soft in a grassy mound 
(And sink, and_ sink 


And spin me a yarn of beast and bird 

Of cattle unceasingly munching 

Of tireless ants that swarm unheard 
The while you are lunching 


Yes, sing your song of the daffodils 
And the thrill of a far-flung sky 
| And stroll, if you must, through th 
hills 


Go with you? Not I! 


i @ ' 
Ool, gZTect 


A Better World 


’ Chey Say prohibition is decreasing the 1 
| ber of hospital cases.” 
! “TI believe it. I know my husband does 
sit up with as many sick friends as he did.” 


Martyrdem 
Bilkins has the true spirit of self sacrifice 
“How’s that?” 
“Well, he spent yesterday afternoon playing 
golf with his wife’s relatives.” 





FILE 


your copies of Jt DGE in 





this serviceable binder, 
made of silk-finished | 
cloth, with JupG: 
stamped in gold on the 














cover. 
$1.50 Brings the Binder to You 
LESLIE-JUDGE CO., 225 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 























iad fay 22, 1920 
A Do You Know /derP 
, ’ By James Nicnuo.tas Yo No 
. ER taste invariably coincid:s with mine 


She reads the books I reac. She enjoys 


Son | 
re | e music I enjoy. She is fond of the people 
| m fond of. She detests the j eople I detest 
eel She is, unaffectedly, deepls interested in 
; \ work. 
_| Her conversation is never | romidic, for she 
ite possessed of that rarest of -ifts—true wit. 
LLL She professes an indiffere we to those lux- 
s with which I am vnable to provide 
ind her expenditu re unbelievably 
ll 
She is stvlish 
< She is beautiful 


Who is this remarka’ k 
I wish I kne Ww ks c twent vears have I 
looking in vain 


/ 


wr her 


Lines ‘o a Nephew 
By 'T yson |. Dari 
worry, little lad 


H 
O Bec. use the good die young; 


You'll live, I’m very sure, until 
You're caken out and hung. 


n by Cuans Rernoios 


mm 








NIAGARA WALL 


Wireless 


By Wuiutam J. Frecpi 


IPS that are red, 
Eyes that are bl 
What is it that 
Flashed, then, 
you? 


Something there was 
Fain to be guile 

Speaking to me 
Under that smilk 


Eloquent orbs, 
\zure, serene 
Flashed a message 
Plain to be seen 
Lips that are curved 
Like Cupid’s bow 
Helped it along 
That, too, I know 


Eyes that are blue 
Lips that are red 
Tell me again 


What you have sai 





“You Neep a Biscuit” 


PAPER 
NIAGARA FALLS, 


ne 
uc 


from 





GA Treat 
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A la Mode 
Bank Customer 


I want to rent 


An Objector 


“Son ehow 
nuther,”  admitt 
| the gaunt Missov 


ian, ‘“‘my 


linery — service 


women 


Jisk for NIAGARA Le Helur dev 
Guarante@l WALL PAPERS 


Or, te for our interes ting Booklet 
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wife don’t 
"pear to be in favor 
of compulsory m 
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Package ¥f 


EATING, DRINKING, BAKING 





Rough on Paw 
a By T. P. M. 


i When Paw went hunting yesterday 


safety deposit box; | Miss Daughter saw her chance, 

what sizes do they \nd made two siylish skirts out of 

come it Poor Papa’s Sunday pants. 
Cash Pintsand | 

quarts 


ed 


if- 


il- 
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146 Central Park West, New York City 
(Entire Block) 

VERLOOKING Central Park’s most pictur 
esque lake. A most delightfully situated hote 

of distinctive atmosphere, appealing 
and transient guests of refined and discriminating 
tastes. Amid Beautiful Environ 

BOOKLET UPON REQUEST 
Ownership Management Edmund M. Brennan 





Hotel San Remo 


to permanent 


ments 


| 








~~ . - = a 7 a 
| “A Seen Hotel roy Suen People’’ 
. Metropolitan in every respect, yet homey io 
} its atmosphere 
HOTEL WOLCOTT 
Very desirable for women traveling alone 
a) Lrirty-First Street, by Fifth Avenue, New Yort 


oo - - . ewe nee 





LEARN To DANCE At HOME 
NO MUSIC NEEDED 

With my new chartexplanatory sys 
tem you can learn the Waltz, ty 
step, One-step and Fox-trot easily ia 
your own home. Send $1 to— 

J) R. Harras DANCING SCHOOL 

64] Adams St. Toledo, Ohio. 








\w. « r up, old man, j y’ know 
ttery y 
} have 


; You 


To the Photograph of a Pretty Actress 
I wonder if you keep a roll 

lorget 
If so, pray add me to the scroll 


Of men who simply can’t you 


I love you, though I’ve never met vou! 


Evidently 
His money is tainted.” 
Indeed?” 
Yes, "taint yours, and ’taint mine!” 


—_— 








Bry ANS 


Drawn by 3. K 
So your wife lacks spiritua 
“Absolutely. She’ i-blooded mat t. 
When I brought home iia board, she 
immediately began using it for tand for her 


flatiron.” 


‘ , ‘ . 
Miss Springtime’s Return 
By Frepvericx A 
IN TER’S brusque and rudely mannered, 
Speaks his mind in ice and snow 
You can hear his boist’rous laughter 
When the north wind starts to blow 


FAR 


He’s a rough-and-re ady fellow, 
Loudly sings upon the street; 
thinks it funny 
In your tace to hurl the sleet. 


If you meet him 


When he gets around the corner. 
Leaves behind his frozen track, 
No one’s sorry he is going, 
No one wants to call him back. 


rhere’s no mourning his departure— 
No, there’s lots of work to do: 

Folks get busy cleaning débris— 
rhings must all be polished new. 


For a visitor is coming 
One we dearly love to see! 

Spick and span the house and garden, 
Neat and trim the paths must be. 


Oh, Miss Springtime is returning! 
Won’t our waiting hearts be glad 
When we see her dainty figure 
All in white and violet clad! 
Ve we ll 


welcome you, fair lady, 
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“I Want a Drink”’ 
HERE are a lot of folks in these United 


States who will symp ithize with this cunning 
youngster’s desire for a drink. 
This dimpled infant reminding Mama that 
it’s bottle time expresses an emotion not un- 
common in these days. 
It would be hard to resist the appeal of this |} 
picture, one of the many noted covers that have 
appeared on JUDGE, “The Happy Medium.” | 
Reproduced in full colors, mounted on a double mat, all 


ready for framing. this appealing picture is yours for 25 
cents, postage prepaid. 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 














With your sweet, idyllic ways, 
Happy face of girlish beauty 
Where the smile of sunshine plays. 


Hark 
Guess she’s on the early train! 

What? You're here? Hello, Miss Springtime! 
Glad to see you back again! 


the robins start to carol! 














Quin Hat 


WELL 


Drawn by 


SHAKE SEFORE ‘TAKIN¢ 
And Narrow Gauge, too 
‘Smith has a single track mind.” 


‘I suppose that’s why his thoughts are 


always colliding.” 


Efficiency Methods 
First Typist—Do you use the 


touch svsten 


in your office? 


Second Ditto—No, adv against salary 


Alice 
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Regarding Editorial, Subscription and Advertising Matters 


SUBSCRIPTION OFFICES Main off Brunswick 





Building »s Fifth Avenu NEW YORK European agent 
Wm. Dawson & Sons, Ltd.. Cannon House, Breams Bidg., 
London, E. ¢ England Annual! cash subscription price, $7.00 
Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mexico 
lo Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage, to all 
foreign countries add $1.00 a year Single copies of present 
ear and 1919, 15 cents each 1918, 20 cents each; 1917, 30 
cents each, ete 
nthe moe repre enting themselv« 1s connected with JUDGI 
sho 3 ked to produce creden 
tDVERTISING OFFICES Brur ck Bidg 5s Fifth 


Avenue, New York 
seattle. (R 


; 
Marquette Bidg hicago; Henry Bldg 





ates $1.50 per agate line 
CHANGE IN A4DDRESS: Sub old address as well 
¥ must be sent in with re for the change. Also 





give the number appearing on the right hand side of the 
in the Leger t 
a che 


stories 
age for their ret 





address 
akes from ten days to two weeks to make 

New Vork City 
consider jokes and 
ompanied by post 


EDITORIAL OFFICE: 225 Fifth Avenuc 
To Contributors: JuvGce will be glad to 
Contributions should always be a« 
urn, if unaacepted 

1920, by Leslie-Judge Company 





Copyright, Entered at the 


Post-office at New York as Second-class Mail Matter. Pub- 
lished weekly, by Leslie-Judge Company, 225 Fifth Avenue 
New York. John A. Sleicher, President. Reuben P. Sleicher 
Secretary. A. E Rolauer, Treasurer 


Printed by the Schweinler Pres 
Address all corre 


spondence to 


225 Fifth Avenue JUDGE New York City 
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Ar THE Circ 
kw, Gran’ i ot soe 


The Dipsomaniac 


}} \l ca IRVING 


HEOPHILUS LYSANDER SMITH 
Was very fond of booze, 
\nd consequently o'er the new 
Drv law did not enthuse; 
o when the drouth became a fact 
He learned to drive a plane, 
d reached an altitude no man 


\ ill ever reac h wall 


He soared and soared until he passed 
The new moon’s silver spoon, 

\nd Venus, playing on the Harp 
\ vampish siren tune 

Up, up till he attained the spot 
He aimed at in the sky, 

And there he sits among the stars 
And drinks the Dipper dry 





EGYPTIAN 


DEITIES 


“The Utmost in Cigarettes” 
Plain End or Cork. Tip 





Feople of culture and 
refi nement invariably 


PREFER_ Deities 


fo any other cigarette. 


Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
and Egyphan Ggarefles in the World 


LUTE eB : 











Don’t Wear 
a Truss 


Brooks’ Appliance, the 
modern scientific invention, the 
wonderful new discovery that 
relieves rupture, will be sent on 
trial. No obnoxious springs or 
pads. 


MR. C. E. BROOKS 


Brooks’ Rupture Appliance 


Has automatic Air Cushions. Binds and draws 
the broken parts together as you would a broken 








limb. No salves. No lies. Durable, cheap. Sent 
on trial to prove it. Protected by U. S. patents. 

Catalog and measure blanks mailed free. Send 
| mame and address today 


BROOKS APPLIANCE CO., 409A State St., Marshall, Mich. 











ROMEIKE’S PRESS CUPPING BUREAU 


nd you all new pape t 


pings which may appear al an yeu you ir friends, or any 

t on which you may want to be * 

er and periodical of impor tance in the United States 
& » per 100 notices 


h 6. 
H ‘ENRY ROMEIKE. 106- 110 ‘Seventh Ave., New York 


‘up-to-date.” Every new 


Drawn by Russ Westover 


Have you a roof over your head’ | uu ha 
tt, don’t worry; see us. Don’t pay the ! 
jemanded by your landlord, buy one of our read 

wea 2 DI Lake yo nome vit 
i whe [ yu » cl tupw le 
Ma ( ing NCL | ‘ u i\ 
ildre I I ttic me th 
Don't dela ¢ 2) } 
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Not Always, Eh? 
leacher—Remember, the Dut 


Vays a \ 


mrt Pup Huh! I know a lo ~ Dutch 


ivs who aren't ise! 


The Big Essential 


1 


Wi Suburl Shall we ask them out for the 


veek-end? 


Suburbs—Better tind out first if they are used 


oO doing housework 












SAVE COSTLY TIES 


Here is a necktie stretcher that 
will keep your neckties always 
fresh and new. Slips into tie when 
you take it off at night, and every 
crease and wrinkle disappears by 
morning. No iron or pressit g ever 
required. For 50c you get a TU 

TYS" Stretcher prepaid tha saves 
many dollars in tie money Be 
thrifty—it's a “Necktie Life-Sav 
er."" Money back if not _s: tisfied 
Haberdashers find Nu-Tys bot? 
useful and profitable as a side line 





















‘al 


cual Noe 


one-quarter usual cost Ir. Quinn's 
. famous Written Method is endorsed by 
leading musicians and heads of State Conservatories Successful 25 


ears. Play chords at once and complete piece in every key. within 


4 lessons. Scientific yet easy to understand. Fully illustrated 


beginners or teachers, old or young Al! music free. Diploma granted 
Write today for 64-page free book How to Learn Piano or Organ.” 


M. L. Quinn Conservatory, Studio J E, 598 Columbia Road, Boston, 25, Mass 





Ladies Let Cuticura 
Keep Your Skin 
Fresh and Young 


Seqn Otegment. Talcum,25c everywhere. Forsam: 
: Cuticura Laboracories, Dept. /, Malden, Maes. 

















hows how you can become a skilled player 
of piano or organ in your own home, 


te ae 
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PEAKING of lawyers reminds 
vas but a few short days go that | 
ted the Tombs Prison—oh, yes, quite 
voluntar I was visiting an acquaintance 
d 5 ssured there vas no need for send 
gin a card; the gentleman was in all right 
Ther 1 been some minor matter of delin 
trust funds, or trifle of a forged 
or s& etl ig l I the midst of our 
conversation a rude fellow in the next ce 
partment let loose a raucous inpleasant laugh 
d remarked in the minor treble of a load of 
cobblestones being d imped nto sheet -iro! 
cellar 
l’ank he ins I never done not! * but burt 
OwT ( ipl orphan asvlums an’ a ok woman's 
hom« I never seen a lawbook in me life, an’ 
I’ve got kick comin’ when they lets guys lik« 


that into a respectable joint like this.” 
\pparently there was quite some little feeling 

in the matter, but I pointed out that it took all 

kinds of peopl to make a jail and that eve ry 

entitled to his own opinion of his 

so long as he kept it to himself. 

But you really can’t blame the legal profession 


man Was 


neighbor 


They start out in life with a terrific handicap; one 
that few professions outside of dog-catchers have 
Everybody distrusts them, and 
And then heredity 
and history and human perversity and etymology 
are all against them. How? Gadzooks, peek into 
yon adjacent dictionary! 


to cope with. 


everybody employs them. 


see you not that the 
word law comes from the old Anglo-Saxon root 


licgan What of it? Well—I rather hate to Say 
this; it sounds so ungentle, even trite, but the 
origin of the word law—licgan—means, lie! 


It’s there, and now 


at a strain of cruel suggestion the entire protes 


I can’t help it. 
h 


you see 


' 
SIO! labors under 
Why 


one of us has heard at some time of a lawyer who 


Of course it is unjustified. Of 
cours it is almost a certainty that each 
. alle ged to be above reproac h. 

lhe really humorous part of it all is that not 
that we 


withstanding the fact pick our police 


chiefs nad our Secretanes of State and our presi 


irs \ 
. OF 


} 


— 











We Need ’Em 


Some Hard Truth 
for Me mbers Ol a Cc 


By Campsi \I 


CLC ULLOCH 





; 
s Ol 


corporations nel our ¢ 


everything ror tne 


originally the lawvers had no « standing at all. 
In the very beginning the lawver was an inter- 
preter of religious statutes. Fact. You see there 
was only one law in them far-ofi day By Harold, 
nd it was the law of the paramount religion. 
\nd this law was as full of pitfalls as a Hun is full 
ol craven @€xXcus¢ rs 
Back in the days when the first avant courier in 


Losing his head over a 
el J° \lpheus the 


ng of them parts, 


s engaged ir 
particular matter, young Micha 
son of Old Mar Jereboar 1. olive k 

ade an engagement with ; vell 


Party, and then d 


all history wa 
sil 


with a Certain 
iscovered that the next dav was 


} 


Sunday and he couldn’t under the law move more 
than five furlor gs trom his home. 
Now awkward, for she—I 


mean the Certain Party aforesaid—had laid plans 


this was mighty 
for—well anyway, you will have to take it from 
me that a way just Aad to be found around that 
law. And so young Alpheus hiked for the office 
of a lawyer and put it up to him. Even in those 
days when folks got into trouble they went to a 
trouble-maker to get them out 

“Look here, do Alpheus, “I 


beat it away from the ancestral nest tomorrow on 


said have to 
some big business, and if you can dig up a good 
scheme to side-step the law there’s fifty piastres 
in it for you.” 

You've all heard of a 


only a few years since the 


It’s 
would sit up 


legal tech icality. 
state 
nights plugging up some corporate rat-hole, while 
the corporation lawyers would sit up more nights 
vith wet towels around their occiputs boring holes 
nto the new law. They could find a misplaced 
comma, or a period with curvature of the spine, or 
a semicolon that was afflicted with conjunctivitis 
quicker than you could draw a check for such 
services. Maybe it was only that the Governor 
winked at the blonde secretary when he signed it 
or the State Comptroller held a night session with 


the Judiciary Committee in a plot to raise the 


Eighth Assistant Janitor’s salary or something 
Old Do 


Anvway \hasuerus leaned back in the 





Just the Same 


Gilda Soft i ‘ord 
rtain Profession 





7 
istoms collectors, 


ranks of the law, 
' 





JUD 





Judaic equivalent for a swivel-chair, ru 
through a bin of papyri, and let loose a s 
toothed grin. 

** And none shall venture forth more thi 
furlongs from his dwelling on the Sabbat! 


quoted from the law. “Some law, that, s 


and then his fine old carved-mahogany f 

lighted up with the radiance of inspiratio1 
“Where a man shall find hiv meat ther 

is his home ’” he remarked again, reading 


‘Wow! H 
we stick a javelin into the law that 


rhat’s the gravy, son 


a scroll 


where 
make it squirm unto seventy times seven squil 
Where does this here dame—I mean Party—| 

* About two miles down the Jeri ho pike 
young Alpheus. 

Ahasuerus hurled his mangled copy of thi 
at the camel drowsing in the corner and po 
his stubby digit at the young man. 

“You take some small hunks of goat 
Ally, and tonight you put one piece under 
stone every four furlongs all down the pike at 
side thereof, and tomorrow you're fixed.” 

“T don’t get you, Steve,” remarked Ally 

“Listen, son. Tomorrow you start out 
when you get to the first stone you take the 
and eat it and you say: ‘Well, b’gee, here | 
at home at last,’ and you start out on anot! 
little jaunt to the next stone, or ‘home,’ 
on. Get the idea? Some scheme, eh, bo 
Leave the fifty with the baby in nile gree: 
the cashier’s cage as you go out.” 

Well, that was the way they worked it th 


and 


and the method hasn’t changed. That exampl 
The fellow w 
the green bag has been at it ever since. 

And did you ever get a bill from a lawy 


Now most of the professional sharps hand y« 


on the level too, mes enfants. 


a little bill which Says “Professional services 
$11.42,’ and that covers all the incidentals a 
sundries. You can make a guess as to what 
means; it may be anything from an amputati 
to a report on a salted mine, in¢ luding the si 
But you don’t catch the lawyer doing that 


Continued on next paw 
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May 22, 1920 


beats you to it with a yell of itemized triumph. 
He takes a piece of paper about five and a half 
inches wide and eleven feet long and starts in 
thi 

Conference at ofi D S12.50 


ce, Mr 
Letters to J Groesbeck 1.00 di 


\ttending Municipal court 33-75 
Preparing contract J. & K 5.00 
Conference Mrs. D. at home 18.00 
Postage I 
( ourtplaster 0 


Looking at the moon } 

Luncheon with plaintiff ‘ ol 
Pink feather for plaintiff 5 00 you 
lelephones to plaintiff 62.00 


Thinking over case 51.00 
Insult fron opposi! 


gy counsel i 


onions and 


actor who boarded in 


in reality, hadn’t shaved for four days and had 
half the pinfeathers of his right wing ripped off 
in a fight, and looked as if he had hocked his 
1s halo to buy 


a box of Pittsburg stogies. Just 


suppose you had to do that. and then the next 
iy stand for the affectionate grief of the forty- 
four-year-old pansy who had been eating Spanish 


wanted to get a divorce from her 


husband so she could marry the moving: picture 


the front parlor and who 


borrowed all the money she had pinched out of 
Telephone from Mr. K 3. the 


housekeeping. How much respect do you 


suppose you would have for humanity at the end 


the fifth year Law rhymes with war and 


know what war is 


New Style 
Wrs. and Mr. Ann EClidabeth Littlefellow. 








Dr y P. D. Jonnsos 
“Tuere! | Taorsx Tuts Ap. Witt Herp Pay Our 
l'en-Room House, Piano, Victro.a, Harpwoop F.oors, Use or 


ro Persons INCONVENIENTLY SITUATED, 


But why items further? If 


have ever had one vou know the above is a true 


pursue the you 
bill, and if you haven’t had one, may heaven 
deny you the exquisite agony 

When you consider the lawyer dispassionately 
Maybe 


Suppose vou 


he is doing as well as could be expec ted 
some of us wouldn’t do as well 


had to consort daily with crime and violence 
and hatred and malice and all uncharitableness, 
to say nothing of wealth and immorality and the 
desperate certainty that half your clients ought 
to be serving eleven concurrent terms in eight 
different jails. 

Yet you have to smile in court and lay your 
hand on the shoulder of a whited sepulchre and 


paint a picture for the jury of an angel who, 


BUT WISHING TO 


harem?” 


Rent, Eveninc Our 
KitcHen, Erc. 


INTERTAIN.’ ” 


EXPENSES! For 


To Slow Music 
“Who are those two men hanging around the 
inquired the sultan, 
‘I understand that one is a former beau of 


vour latest favorite and the other seems to be 
playing second fiddle to him,” 
eunuch, 


replied the chief 


“Hum,” mused his majesty well, just see 


the captain of the guard and tell him to hang up 
the fiddle and the beau.” 


Assuredly Not 
“Why doesn’t your husband take a day off 


now and then?” 


‘‘He works in the weather bureau. 


can’t do without weather.” 


33 
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Two Million 
Motor Cars Will 
Not Be Enough 


MILLION persons who want 


car will be disappointed thi 


year. 
A) Car wit! fou! wheels and a 
hood can be old, 
: “ar 
Consequently, some of the two 
million buyers who think themselv« 
“lucky mav be sadl lisill one 


after an experience of a few 
with their new car 


Don’t buy ju t “any”’ ar. Let 
the Motor Department of Leste’ 
WEEKLY help you with its expert 
unbiased advice, free of charge. Your 
Car must represent a Wise ( ent 
as well as a reliable vehicle of trans- 
portation. Fill out the following 


coupon in detail and mail te 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY 
225 Fifth Avenue, 
New York, N. Y. 
COUPON 
Harotp W. 
Vanace r. Vot 
LESLIE’S 


M.E. 


SLAUSON, 

r Depart 

WEEKLY 
New 


22s Fifth Avenue 


York City 


, , 
l am considering the rcona of a 
. 
car to cost about PS and an 
+ : }} ; j 
CS Peciali\ interested 1? ne or the 
mare) 
pe) 


My, requirements for a car are a ol- 
lows: 
Capacity 


Ty pe of bod 


Dri: ena nd cared for b 


hia Cur 
K ind of roads over which ¢ ar ld be 
J d ] Hide 
0 ned ner irs He ) makes 
7) ft } cars Of a r Na 
the t ) hich I am inter d are 
handle , by Géaiers ? rr ? 
Please advise me as to the car be 
Sl ed fon Té¢ ren 


Name 
Address 
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SHIRRED 
\ Strupy 


Inpt ire 

' 
ilanize col- 
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Bac tuff! 
Qc the ale, 
be c t ide 


HARD 
CoLtLArR-or- More- Bust 


SCRAMBLED, 
IN THI 


But the traight-up thing 
t for all necks. For instance, 
his Charlotte-Russe effect we 
o not care for. Our better 
l not doing it. 


people simply are 
r ’ r 
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oR Sorr-BoItLeb 


\LALApy. 


Adam } 
te tit ou 
houldn’t 
hink he 
away with 


like that 





it \ well to 
When you drop o 


> of outside 


before submerging er 


icked in. 


ire apt to droy 


irs are t 


both 


that 


to sleep the 


By 
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her 


( YRSON 


was an 


in named 





ild at 


could get 


thing 
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Such a man should wear a 
front type; much more com 


Y une mcn, 


approximate 


iten wear 


and too tight for them 
This causes discomfort; for 
those who in pulchritude 
bat only around .179 it 

but a further handicap 


lso it impe 


which any 


lisher or doctor will tell 


bad thing 


ou ao 
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1 He’s Telling the Big Boss the peony About the New 
oo “| York Stenographer and Her First Morning in a Phila- 
delphia Office—and There Are 1259 Other Stories 
i Just as Funny in 


ge” Ee The World’s 
Best Stories 


Whoever loves or has occa- 
sion to use a good story 
and that means everybody 
will swear by this collection. 




























































Many a good business deal has been 
closed by the salesman after his pros- 
pect has been put in good humor by a 
corking good story. 




















Stories 
Appropriate 
for all 


Occasions 


Full of Wit, 
Humor and 


Philosophy 


Witty anecdotes, that strikingly illustrate large 
truths, are often more effective than cold logic in 
winning an argument. Abraham Lincoln was famous 
for his humorous stories, which he used with telling 
effect. Nothing, in fact, strikes home like a first class 
joke, and this collection of THE WORLD'S BEST, as a business 
and social asset, will prove to be worth many times the price. 


1260 Stories 
The Cream of Wit and Humor 


of the modern world has been collected by the Editors and Compilers in 
these 4 volumes. There is every variety of story and joke—Irish, 
Scotch, Italian, Darky and Hebrew stories illustrative of racial traits, and philosophical and human stories. There is 
enough humorous nourishment in them to last an average lifetime. In the collection are { 

1 


Also 81 Stories That Cost Over $12,000 


selected as Prize Stories, in a unique Short Story Contest, from over 30,000 manuscripts that came from all over the world 

from the Philippines, from Europe, Asia and Africa, and from every State in the Union. These 81 Prize Stories are th« 
best of thirty thousand attempts to write a short story, by all sorts and conditions of minds. In their final selection of 
these stories, the judges were governed, not so much by the question “Is this superfine literary art?’’ as they were by the 
question “Is this interesting—is it a picture out of real life which gives the reader a definite sensation and that conveys an 
idea much larger than itself?” Measured by this test, the 81 Prize Stories are entitled to a place among the brightest 


gems of the short story art 
1341 Stories—The Best Ever Told cadiueninhans. taal aiapeaiaiel aes pee 










s c Ide. Ne ork 

Riotous Comedy Laughter-Compelling Humor—Somber Tragedy Enc ns sparen sa rs eal :LD’S BEST 
Heart-Searching Pathos—The Best of the Modern World’s Wit and STORIES. If as represented, I will keep the books and re- 
Philosophy. anh et, within ; am a a f oh a. 4 ry ir pt 

° ° at your ex se, my $1.00 to be refun led on their receipt 
4 Volumes—Each 7 5-8 x 5 1-4 Inches. Tastefully bound in Cloth with ' 
Gold Stamping. Beautifully printed on paper of excellent quality. Frontis- Name ! 
piece illustrations. Address fi 
Add to Your Joys of Living By Using Coupon Today. Only a small Occupation 
edition printed—and the sets won’t last long. Or, send $5.40 with order and save cash discount 








Holey smokes, butt 


Life Savers do chase 
that tobacco-ey taste 
and leave your breath 
sweet as a May morn. 

Never start to smoke 


without as packet in. 
your poc vot 
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